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"Yes, Okiku, they told me the young man is an upright fellow and—"
"And the country's leading Genros are Shinko's nakaudo, Prince.
That adds great dignity to her wedding."
"And that brings me closer to the Choshu people. The families of
the former Choshu lord and mine were related in the past. I have been
in intimate contact with Lord Mori since the time of the Restoration.
See, Okiku, it was this boy's grandfather who first began to elevate the
vassals on their personal merits. That practice was followed by the
boy's father. Among those who benefited by this were General Omura
and Councillor Kido, through whom Genro Ito was originally raised
from footman to the rank of samurai—"
"Hachiro may have that progressive quality, too, Prince.'*
"I believe so. All these things made me consider the proposal seri-
ously."
"Prince, Sagami will be delighted to hear that. She always says that
'Princess' must marry a man of high social standing and heritage."
"Huh, to satisfy Sagami and you, too, the Mori family is one of the
few former feudal lords to whom the title of Prince was granted. But
these questions are secondary. Under no circumstances will I cloud
Shinko's future happiness by any hasty action."
His paternal love and affection for his daughter rang through his
gentle voice; Okiku nodded in confirmation.
Then, beaming at her, he said: "After all, the decision depends on
Shinko. So I am thinking of inviting him soon and introducing him to
her to see how they like each other."
Okiku shut her eyes and meditated for a while. "Oh, this very morn-
ing, Prince, I prayed to the Goddess of Mercy for her happy mar-
"Don't overburden Kwaimon. You seem to bring everything to her
these days," said Saionji in jovial tones.
She became silent again* The moonlight threw its ray on the grounds
beyond the shadow of the eaves. Its light was strong enough for Saionji
dimly to see Okiku.
"Okiku, you look like the Goddess of Mercy herself."
It was a fine afternoon in the later spring. The air was dry after the
strong wind.
Premier Ito sat on the couch, coatless, near the window in liis office
on the second floor of a small Western building. His blue serge trousers

